
P '■* »e i rage ay oj uttieUo. 

For too much louing you, 

Otb % I am bound to thee forcuer# 

!*&’ * ^ ee z ^ !S ^ath a little daftit your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot,not a iot. 
log* Ifaith I feare it has. 

1 hope you will confider what is fpcke. 

Comes from mylouc ; But I doe fee you are moou‘d 
1 am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech, 

1 o grolcr iffues,nor to larger reach. 

Then tofufpition. 

Oth . I will not. 

log. Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My (peech Ihould fall into fuch vile fucccfle. 

As my thoughts aime not at : Capio’s my trufty friend « 

My Lord.I leeyouare moou’d. 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinke but Defdemma’s hone ft. 

lag. Long liue (lie fo, and long liue you to thinke fo. 

Oth. And yet how nature erring from it lclfc. 
lag. I, there’s the point .• as to be bold with you. 

Not to affedl many propofed matches. 

Of her o wile Clime,complexion,and degree. 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends j 
Fie we may fmell in fuch a will.moft ranke 
Foule difproportion •. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in poficion, 

Deftin&ly fpcake of her,tho I may feare 
Her will recoy ling to her better judgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrcy formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth. Farewell,if more 1 

Thou doefl perceiue,lec me know more, fee on 
Thy wife to oblerue : leaue me logo, 
lag. My Lord I take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I mat ry ? This honrfl creature doubdefle 
Sees and knowes more,much mere then he vnfoulds. 

My Lord,I would (might iiureate your hoKour, 
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The Moore of Venice. 

To fcan this thing no further, leaue it to time, 

Tho it be fit, that Cafsio haue his place, 

Forfure he fills it vp with great ability : 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile. 

You (ball by that perceiuehim and his meancs; 
Note ifyoar Lady ftrainc her entertainement. 
With any ft tong or vehement importunity, 

Much will be feene in that,in the meane’time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares. 

As worthy caufe 1 haue, to feare I am ; 

And hold her free,! doe befcech your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernement. 

lag. 1 once more take my leaue. Exit 

Oth , This followers of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualicies,with a learned fpirie 
Of humaine dealing : il 1 doe prooue her haggard, 
Tho that her leffes were my deare heart firings, 
Tde wiiiftle her off,and let her downe the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 
And haue not thole foftparcs’bf compilation. 
That Chamlerers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the valt of yeares; yet that’s not much, 

Shee s gone, I am abus’d,and my releife 
Muft be to lothe her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That wc can call thefe delicate creatures ours, 

Aud not their appetites? I had rather be a Toadc, 
And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Tficnkcepe a corner in a thing I loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they leflethen the bale, 

Tis deileny ,vnfl«' ! innable, like death*. 

Eucn then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

W hen wc doc quicken : befdemena comes. 

If (he be falfe,0 then heauen mocks it felfe , 

I’le not belecue it. 

£»rfrDcfdemofia avdEraillia. 
Defd. How now my deare Othello > 







